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SYNOPSI18,

At thelr home on the frontier between
the Browns and Grays Marta Gallund and
her mother, entertaining Colonel Westor-
lHing of the Graye, see Captain Lanstron,
stn Intelllgence officer of the HBrowns,
Injured by o full In his aeroplans, Ten
years later Wapterilng, nominal vies but
renl oldef of staff, reinforces Bouth La
Tir, meditaten on war, and speculates on
the comparative ages of himaelf and Mar-
ta, who I8 visiting In the Gray caplial
Weasterling calls on Marta, Bhe tells him
of her tenching children the follies of Wir
And martinl patrjotism, begs him to pre:
vent wuar while he 18 chief of staff, and
Yrﬂilrta that if he makes war against the
Jrownn he will not win, On the mareh
with the 53 of #ha Browns Privae Btran-
sy anarchist, decrios war und plnyed-
out triotism and In plnced under arrest
[‘glmlol Laanatron everhearing, begs him
oll.

CHAPTER IV—Continued,

Then Impulse broke through the
restraint that seemed to churacterize

the Lanstron of thirty-five, Tho Lan-
stron of twenty-five, who had met
cutastrophe because he was “wool-

gathering,” asserted himsell. He put
his hand on Straopaky's shoulder. It
was a strong though sllm hand that
looked as if it had bean tralned to do
the work of two hands in the process
of its owner's own transformation.
Thug the old sergeant had seen o gen-
enlauunﬁimtn with a brave veteran
who W4 been gullty of bad conduet In
Afriea. The old colonel gasped at such
a subversion of the dignity of rank.
He saw the army golng to the devil
But young Dellarme, walching with
eager curlosity, waas sensible of no
familiarity in the act, It all depended
on how such a thing was done, he was
thinking.

"We all have minutes when we are
more or less anarchists,” sald Lan-
stron In the human appeal of one man
to another. “But we don't want to be
Judged by one of thoge minutes, 1 got
a hand mashed up for n mistake that
took only a second. Think this over
tonight before you act. Then, If you
are of the same opinlon, go to the col-
onel and tell him so. Coma, why not?"

“All right, elr, you're eo decent
about 1t!" grumbled Stransky, taking
his place In the ranks.

Hep-hep-hep! The reglment started
on its way, with Grandfather Fraginl
keeping at his grandeon’s side.

“Makes me feel young again, but it's
darned wsolemn beslde the Hussars,
with thelr horses’ bite a-fingling. Timen
have certainly changed—officers’
hands In their pockets, saying ‘If you
don't mind' to & man that's insulted
the flag! Kicking ain't good enough
for that traltor! Ought to hang him—
yea, sir, hang and draw him!"

Lanstron watched the marching col-
amn for a time.

“Hep-hep-hep! It's the brown of the
infaniry that counts In the end,” he
mused, "1 Hked that wall-eyed giant,
He's o1l man!”

Then his livening glance swept the
heavens inquiripgly. A apeck In the
blue, far away In the realms of atmos-
pherie Infinity, kept growing in size
until It took the form of the winge
with which man files, The plane vol-
planed down with stendy swiltness,
till its racing shadow lay large over
the landscape for a few seconds before
At rose again with beautiful ease and
precision.

“Bully for you, Htzel!” Lanstron
thought, ns ha started back to the
aeroplane station. “You belong in the
corps, Wo shall not let you return to
your reglment for a while. You've a
cool head and you'd charge a church
tower {f that were the orders.”

CHAPTER V.

- A Sunday Morning Call,

As n boy, Arthur Lanstron bad per-
plsted In belng an exception to the in-
fluences of both heredity and environ.
ment, Though his father and both
grandfathers wers offi who be-
lleved thelrs to be théd true gentle
man's profession, he had preferred
any kind of mechanical toy to arrang-
ing the most gayly painted (in sol-
diers in formuatton on the nursery
floor; and he would rather rend about
the wonders of natural history and
slectricity than the campalgns of Na-
poleon and Frederick the Great and
my Lord Nelson, Left to his own
choles, he would miss the parade of
the garrison for inspection by an ex-
cellency In order to ask questions of
a man wiping the oll off his hande with
cotton-waste, who was far more enter-
taining to him than the most splck-and-
span ramrod of a sergeant.

Upon belng told one day that he was
to go to the military school the follow-
ing autumn, he broke out lu open re
bellion,

“I don't want to go to the army!" he

sald,
" "Why 1" sasked his father, thinking
that when the boy had to give his rea
sons he would soon be argued out of
the heresy.

“It's drilling & few hours & day, then
nothing to do,” Arthur replled. “All
your work walts on war and you don't
know that there will ever be any war.
It waits on something nobody wants
to happen. Now, If you manufacture
somoething, why, you see wool come
out cloth, steel eome out mn automo-
bile. If you bulld a bridge you see It
rieing little by lttle. You're getting
your results every day. you see your
mistakes and your successes, You're
making something, creating some-
thing; there's something going on all
‘the while that lsn't guesswork. |
think that's what | want to say. You
wou't order me to bo a soldler, will
your*

The father,

Buy w become chief of

} ey

gea rescits, had to earn them. He real
fzed In practice the truth of Partow's
il]’ill; that there was nothing he had
aver learned but what could be of setv-
foe to him as an officer,

“Finding enough work to do?" Par
tow would ask with n chuckle when
they met In theae days; for he had
made Lunstron both chlef of intelll
gence and ohief aerostatio officer.
Young Colonel Lanstron’s was the duty
of gaining the secrets of the Gray
staff and keeping those of the Hrown
and organizing up-tothemoment effi-
cleney in the new forces of the alr
He had remarked truly enough that
the Ajury to hig left band served an
a better reminder ngainet the folly of
woal-gathering than a string, even a
large red gtring, tied wround his fin-
ger, Thanks to ekillful surgery, the
fingers, Ineapnble of epreading much,
were yot serviceable and had a firm
grip of the whee! as he rose from the
aeroplane gtation on the Sunday morn«
Ing after Martu's return home for o
fight to La Tir.

He knew the pattern wesving under
his foet as one knows that of his own
garden from am overlooking window.
Every detnll of the staff map, ravines,
ronds, bulldings, battery positions, was
stitehed together In the flowing reality
of actual vislon. No white posts were
necegsury to tell him where the
boundary between the two nations Iay.
The line wasg drawn in his brain,

Now that Lanstron was the organ-
fzer of the aviation corps his own
flights were rare, Mostly they were
mnde to La Tir. His visits to Marta
were his holidays. All the time that
she was absant on her journey around
the world they had corresponded, Her
lotters, so rovealing of hersell and her
pecullnr angles of observation, formed
& bundle sacredly preserved. Her
mother's joking reference about her
girlish resolution not to marry a sol-
dier often recurred to him, There, he
sometimes thought, was the real ob-
stacle to his great desire,

When he alighted from the plane he
thrust his left hand Into his blouse
pocket, He always earried It there,
as If it were liternlly sewn In place.
In moments of emotion the scarred
nerves would twitch us the telitale of
his sensitiveness; and this was some-
thing he would conceal from others no
matter how consclous he was of it him-
self. He found the Oalland veranda
deserted. In response to hils ring a
mnid enme to the open door. Her
face was sad, with a beauty that had
prematurelyw faded. But It lighted
pleasurably In recognition, Her balr
was thick and tawny, lylog low over
the brow; her eyes were a softly
luminous brown and her full lipe sensi-
tive and ylelding. Lanstron, an intl
mate of the Galland household, knew
her story well and the part that Marta
had playad in it

Some four years previously, when a
baby was In prospect for Minoa, who
wore no weddifg ring, Mrs, Galland
had been inclinedto send the mald to
an institution, “where they will take
good cnre of her, my dear. That's
what such institutions are for. It Is
guite scandalous for her and for us—
never happenad In our famlly before!"
Marta arched her eyebrows,

“We don't know!" she oxclalmed
softly.

“How ean you think such a thing,
let alone saying {t—you, a Galland!"”
her mother gasped in Indignation,
“That s, If we go far back,” sald
Marta. “At all events, we have no
precedent, o let's establish one by
keeping her,"

“But for her own sake! She will
have to live with her shamel!l" Mras,
Galland objected. “Let her begin
ufroah In the olty. We shall give her
a good recommondation, for she s
reinlly an excellent servant, Yes, she
will readlly find a place among
strangers.”

“Still, she doesn’t want to go, and It
would be eroel to send her awny "

“Cruesl! Why, Marta. do you think
I would be cruel? Oh, very well, then
we will let her stay!"™

. - . - - i N

“Hoth are away at church, Mrs. (al
fand ought to be here any minute, but
Miss Galland will be later because of
her children's class,” sal@™Minna. “Will
you walt on the veranda?"

He was saying that he would stroll
in the garden when childish footsteps
were heard In the hall, and after a
curly hesnd had nestled against the
mother's skirts {ts owner, reminded of
ths importance of manners in the
world where the stork had left her,
made a curtesy. Lanstron shook u
smull hand which must have lately
been on Intimate terms with sugar or
jam,

“How do you do, fiying soldler man "
chirruped Clarissa Efleen. It was evi-
dent that sha held Lanstron In high
favor.

“Lot me hear you say your name,”
sald Lanstron.

Clarlssn Blleen wes trlumphant. Bhe
had been waiting for days, with the
revelation when he should make that
old request. Now she enunciated it
with every vowel and consonant cor
rectly and primly uttered; indeed, she
repeated It four or five times in proof
of complete mastery,

"A pretty name. I've often wondered
how you came to give It to her,"” sald
Lanstron to Minna,

“You do llke it!" exclalmed Minoa
with girlish eagerness. *“1 gave her
the most beautiful name I could think
of becsuse''—sne laid her hand caress-
ingly on the child’s head and s ma-
donus-like radlance stole into her face
~"becaues she might at least bave a
beautiful name when"—the dull blaze
of & recollection mow burning in her
oyes—"when there wasn't much pros-

g

ot of many beautiful things

T .

 lowed IL past the rear of the houss to

that the world thinks ghe ought to be
called Maggie.”
. L . - - - -
Proceeding lelsurely along the main
path of the first terrmce, Lanstron fol

the old tower. Long ago the mout that
surroundad the castle had boen filled
in. The green of rows of grape vines
lay aguinst the background of a mat
of lvy on the anclent stone walls, which
‘had been cut away from the loopholes
get with window glass, The door was
open, showing a room that had been
clased In by n celling of boards from
the walls to the clreular stalrway that
ran aloft from the dungeons, On the
floor of flags wore cheap rugs. A num-
ber of seed and nursery catalogues
were plled on a round table covered
with a brown cloth,

“Hello!"” Lanstron oalled softly.
"Hello!” he called louder and yet
louder,

Recelving no answer, he retraced his
steps and seated himself on the second
terrace in a secluded spot In the
shadow of the first terrace wall, where
he could see anyone coming up the
main flght of steps from the road.
When Marta walked ghe usually came
from town by that way. At length the
sound of a glow gtep from another di-
rection broke on his ear. Some one
was approaching along the path that
ran at his feet. Around the corner of
the wall, In his workman's Sunday
clothes of black, but wearlng his old
straw hat, nppeared Feller, the gar-
dener. He paused to examine a rose
bush and Lanstron regarded him
thoughtrully

As ha turned away he looked up,
and a glance of definite and unfalter-
ing recognition was exchanged be-
tweent the two men. They had the
garden to themsanlves,

"Guatave!” Lanstron exclalmed un-
der his breath.
“Lanny!" exclalmed the gardener,

turning over a branch of the rosa bush,
He seemod unwilling to risk talking
openly with Lanstron.

“You look the good workman In his
Sunday best to a T1" sald Lanstron.
“"Helng stone-denfl,” returned Feller,
with a trace of drollery In his volce,
“1 hear very well—at times. Tell me”
—his whiaper was quivering ‘with
eagerness—"shall we fight? Shall we
fight?"

“We are nearer to it than we have
ever been In our time,"” Lanstron re
plied.

The hat atill shaded Feller's face,
his stoop was unchanged, but the
branch in his hand shook.

“Honest?" he exclaimed., *“Oh, the
chance of It! 'I'he chance of it!"
“Gustave!” Lanstron's volee, still
low, eame in a gust of sympathy, and

A Speck In the Blue Far Away.

the pooket which concealed his hand

something allve and distinet from his
own beilng. “The trial wears on youl
Do you want to go?"

“No!"” Feller shot back
“No!' he repeated resolutely, "I don't
want to go! mean to be game—I—"
He shifted his gaze from the bush
which he stlll pretended to examine
and suddenly broke off with: “Misa
Galland s coming!™

Lanstron started toward the steps
that Marta was ascending. She moved
lelsurely, yet with a certaln springy
enorgy that suggested that she might
have cowme on the run without being

irritably.

out of breath or seeming to have made
an effort,

"Hello, stranger!"” she called as ahe
saw him, and quickened her pace.

“Hello, pedagogue!” he responded.

As they shook hande they swung
their arms back and forth like n paly
of romping children for a moment.

“We had a grand sesslon of the
school this morning, the largest class
ever!” nhe sald, “And the polnts we
soored off you soldiers! You'll find
disarmament already in progress when
you return to headquarters. We're ir
resistible, or st least,” she added, with
& fash of Intensity, "we're golug Lo be
some day.”

"8S0 you put on your war-paint!*

“It must be the pollen from the hy-
drangeas!” Bhe fllcked her handker-
chief from her belt and passed it to
him. “Show that you know how to be
useful!™

He performed the task with delib-
erato care.

“Heavens! You even have some on
your ear and some on your halr; but
I'll leave it on your halr; it's rather be-
coming. There you are!” he concluded.

"Of my hair, wol"

“Very well. | always obey orders.”

"1 oughtn't to have ssked you to do
it at all!” she exclaimed with a sud-
den change of manner as they started
up to the house. “But a habit of
friondship, & bhabit of liking to belleve
in one's frlends, was uppermost. I
forgot. 1 oughtn't even to have shaken
hands with youl*

“Martal What now, Mart>" he

coming | ssked,

gave & nervous twitch as 1t it held [PNe/

anger, In laughing mockery, In mill
tant seriousnaess, but never before like
this. The pain and Indignation In her
ayes éamo not from the sheer hurt of
a wound but from the hurt of s
source. It was as if ho had learned by
the signal of its loss that he had a
deeper hold on her than he had | wal
fzed.

“Yes, 1 have a bons to plek with
you," she sald, recovering a grim sort
of fellowship. A big bone! If you're
half a friend you'll glve me the very
marrow of it.,”

“I am ready!" he answered more pa-
thetically than philosophleally.

“There's not time now; after lunch-
eon, when mother Is taking her nap,”
she concluded ar they came to the last
step and saw Mre. Galland on the
varanda.

Ater luncheon Mre. Galland kept bat-
tling with her nods untll nature was
viotorlous and she fell fast asleap.
Marta, grown restiess with lmpatience,
suggested to Lanstron that they stroll
in the garden, and they took the path
past the house toward the castle
tower, stopping In an arbor with high
hedges on elther slde around a statue
of Meroury,

"Now!" exclalmed Marta uarrowly.
“It was you, Lanny, who recommend-
ad Yaller to ue a8 a gardener, compe-
tent though deaf! 1 have proved him
to be a man of most sensitive hearing.
I didn’t let him know that he was dis-
covered., You brought him here—you,
Lanny, you are the one to explain.”

“True, he 1g not deaf!" Lanstron re-
plied.

"He I8 & spy?" she asked.

"Yen, & spy. You can put things In
a bright Hght, Marta!"” He found words
coming with difficulty in face of the
pain and disilluslon of her set look.

“Using some man as a pawn; setting
him as a apy In the garden whers you
have been the welcome friend!”™ she
exclalmed. "A spy on what—on my
mother, on Minna, on me, on the fow-
ers, as a part of this monstrous game
of trickery and lles that you are play-
ing?"

There was no trace of anger in her
tone, It was that of one mortally hurt.
Anger would have been easier to bear
than the measuring, penetrating won-
der that found him gullty of such a
horrible part. Those eyes would have
confused Partow himself with the
gteady, welling Intensity of thelr gaze.
She did not see how his left hand was
twitching and how he stilled its move-
ment by pressing it ngainst the bench.

“You will take Feller with you when
you gol" she sald, rising."

Lanstron dropped his head In a kind
of shaking throb of his whole body and
ralsed a face white with appeal,

“Martal!” He was speaking to a pro-
file, very sensitive and yet like ivory.
“I've no excuse for such an abuee of
hosplitality except the obsession of a
loathsome work that some man must
do and I was uat‘o do, My God, Marta!
I cease to be natural and human, Iam
a machine. 1 keep thinking, what If
war comes and some error of mine let
the enemy know where to strike the
blow of victery; or if there were Ilnfor-
mation I might have gained and failed
to galn that would have glven us the
victory—if, because I had not done my
part, thousands of lives of our soldlers
were sacrificed needlesslyt”

At that she turned on him gqulekly,
her face softening.

“You do think of that—the lHves?"

“Yeus, why shouldn't 17"

“Of those on your slde!" she ex-
clalmed, turning away.

"Yes, of those first,” he replled.
“And, Marta, 1 did not tell you why
Feller was here becauce he did not
want me to"

CHAPTER VI.
A Crisis Within a Crisis.

Following the path to the tower
lelsurely, they bhad reached the tower.
Feller's door was open., Marta looked
into the room, finding In the neat ar-
rangement of Its furniture & new sig-
nificance. Heé was absent, for it was
the dinner hour.

“On my recommendation you took
him,” Lanstron said.

‘Yes, on yours, Lanny, on a friend’s!

b BATY.

word—"you wanted him pers (vr yuur
plans! And why! You baven't an-
swered that yet, What purpose of the

war game doesa ha serve In ouf gar |

den?”

His look pleaded for patience, while
he tried to smile, which was rather dif-
ficult In face of her attitude.

“Not altogether In the garden; part-
ly In the tower,” he replled. “You are
to be In the whole secret and\n such a
way a8 to make my temptation clear, !
hope,
the petting. Let us go In”

Impelled by a ourioslty that Lan-
stron’s manner accentusted, she en-
tered the room. Apparently Lanstron

Firat, I think you ought to see |
|

was familiar with the premises. Pass- |

ing through the sitting-room into the
room adjoining, where Feller stored
his tools, he opened a door that gave
on to the' cireular stone ateps lending
down into the dungeon tunnel.

“I think we had better have a light,”
he sald, end when he had fetched one
from the bedchamber he descended the
steps, agking her to follow

They were In n passage six feet in
helght and about thres feet broad,
which seemed to lead on indefinitely
into clammy darkness, The dewy walls
sparkled In fantastic and ghostly
Iridescence under the rays from the
lantern, The dank alr lay moist ngainst
thelr faces,

“This Is far enough.” He paused
and raleed the lantern, With Its light
full In her face, she blinked, "There,
at the height of your chin!™

8he noted a metal button palnted
gray, set at the gide of one of the
stones of the wall, which looked un-
real. Bhe struck the stone with her
knucklea and It gave out the sound ol
hollow wood, which was followed, as
an eche, by n little laugh from Lan:
stron. Pressing the button, a panel
door flew open, reveallng a telephone

mouthpiece and recelver sot In the
recess.

“Like a dotective play!" were the
first words that eprang to her lpa
“Well?" As she faced around her

eyea glittered In the lantern ravs,
“Wall, have you any other little tricks
to show me? Are you a slelght-ol-hund
artist, too, Lanny? Are you going to
take a machine gun out of your hat?”
“That I8 the whole bag,” he un
swered. "1 thought vou'd rather sege
it than have it described to you."
“Having seen it, let ug go!" she sald,
in & manner that Impled further reck-
oning to come
“It out of a

thougand possible

sources one source succeeds, then the | are familiar with names and

cost and palns of the other nine hun
dred and ninety-nine are more than re-

pald,” he was saying urgently, the sol- |

dier uppermost In him. "Some of the
best service we have had has been ab-
surd In its slmplicity and Its audacity,
In time of war more than one battle
has been decided by n thing that was a
trifie in itself. No matter what your
preparation, you can never remove the
element of chance. An hour gained In
information about your enemy’'s plans
may turn the tide in your favor., A
Chinese peasant spy, because he hap-
pened to be Mtoxlcated, was able to
glve the Japanese warning In time for
Kurok! to make full dispositions for
recelving the Russian attack In force
at the Sha-ho, There are many other
incldents of llke nature in history. So
is I8 my duty to neglect no possible
method, however absurd,”

By this time he Was at the head of
the steps. Btanding to one side, he of-
fered his hand to assist Marta. But
ghe seemed not to see it. Her aspect
was that of downright antagonlsm.

“However absurd! Yes, it is absurd
t3 think that you can make me a party
to any of your plans, for—" She hroke
off abruptly with staring eyes, as if she
had seen an apparition.

Lanstron turned aund through the
door of the toolroom saw Feller enter-
ing the sitting-room. He was not the
Lent, deferential gardener, Hls fea-
turés were hardset, a fighting rage
burning In his eyes, his sinews taut
as {f about to spring upon an adver-
When he recognlzed the In-

truders he turned Hmp, his head

dropped, hiding his face with his hat
brim, and he steadied himself by rest-

You"—she put a cold emphasis an the
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ing a hand on the table edge.
(TO BE CONTINUED)

May Be Held In the Mouth, Leaving

Both Hands Free to Arrange

the Back Hair,

At Ilast a woman may have both
hands free to arrange her back halr
as she looks In & mirror. This is made
possible now by the invention of a mir-
ror which can be held in the mouth,
thus reflecting the back of the head
from the maln mirror of the dressing
table.

It Is the invention of & Frenchman.
Who has given 8o much thought to the
elegancies of woman's tollet as the
French?

This new mirror is bread, so as to
give a good general view sldewlsa, and,
belng fixed on a curved bar, stands
wall out from the fuce, so that therve Is
no straln on the eyes.

At the bottom of the curved bar ia
the “bite,”” not too large for dalnty
mouths and covered with batting, so
as to be easlly held without harming
the testh

Even the hyglenie slde of the use af
this mirror has been consldered, for a
number of thick envelopes just HBtting
over the “bite” come with the mirror,
#0 that you may lend it to your friend
and neither she nor you fear any con-
taglon

Pollceman’'s Badge of Authority,

In equipment the policeman varies
from a walking arsensl, such as the
Jericho policemen, to the clubless pa-
trolman of one or two American cities,
The club, however, is recognized as
the policeman’s badge of authority. In
Darjeeling the pollceman carries a
reed pole about six feet long. In
Seville the night police are armed
with long spears, such ae the kuights

He bad known her o reproach, in

of old used,

MIRROR FOR DAINTY WOMAN|0VEHSIGHT THAT WAS FATAL

——
Light-Fingered Gentleman Might
Have Got Away With the Coat
But for One Thing.

A fellow stole a coat hanging in
front of a clothing store the other aft-
ternoon. But the proprietor was on
the job, and before the thief was half
a block away he had the polke and
most of the nelghbors on ‘his trall
The poor fellow who had taken the
coat was really coatless before the
erime. And as he ran he struggled
into the abstracted article, which At
ted him pretty well, all things consld-
gred. And when he was apprebended,
about four blooks from the starting
point, he protested his Innoceoce
stoutly.

“What d'ye mean | stole the coat?
he sald. "“I've had this coat all sum
mer. Why, I ain't had it off my back
for n week!"”

“You ain't, ain't you?" aneered the
pollceman, “An’ have you wore that
there coat hangor inslde It acrost yer
shoulders all that time?™

Saying that the arm the law
graspad the Iron hook projecting
above the collar, depgged the victim
to the corner and cKlied the wagon

of

Deceptive Weights.

Here 18 a good trick to play upon
the fellow who “knows It all" He will
be surprised when shown that he fs
wrong. “Ioflate o large empty paper
bag and tle it up alrtight. Place the
bag on the palm of one hand, and into
the palm of the other hand take such
8 quantity of celn or other metal as
will seem to equal the bag in welght.
If the observer does not know of the
lHlusion or suspect it, the paper bag
will be found to welgh ten Lo twenly
times as much as the metal with

which it was matched

| native-born American.

'

| man.

Pet Cat, Saved From Chloroform, Tries Suicide

" N —
NF:\\' YORK.—It s little wonder that Minnie, the pet cat at the Statan

Island ferry house in Manhattan, attempted to commit sulcide. For two
days she had more than any cat could bear without being driven to dls-
traction.

Four of her moset intimate eat
friends who had long been her com-
panlons were taken from her, and
she was left to bemoan her lot alone,
Minnfe had a narrow escape herself,
and it was only bhecause of the
tears of ¥trong-hearted men around
the ferry house that she was allowed
to remain behind when the others
went.

Minnie's history 18 interesting,
The story of how she escaped belng
chloroformed along with her asso-
clates I8 equally Interesting. For more than twelve years she has been a
familiar character around the ferry house.

It is known that she Is the mother of at least 397 cats, Frank Wolf,
who has charge of the restaurant in the ferry house, has kept track of them,
and has the number of each ltter written on the wall. Consequently, it is
safe to say, as a friend of Minnle remarked, that more than half the cats
around the Battery can clalin her as kin and break her will In a pineh.

For some time there has been a complnint agalnst the large number of
cats around the ferry house, The Soclety for the Prevention of Cruelty to
Animals was notified and asked to remove some of the felines, A WAgOn
from that Institution backed up there, and there was a wild seamper-to
round up the cats, All of them were taken after an interesting chase, Min-
nie was the last to fall into the hands of the soolety agents,

"You don't dare take her away,” cried Mr. Wolf, as he dropped a plate
of beans on the counter and hurried after the agent,

Three other men, one from the candy stand, one from the boller room,
and the third a rellef man in ticket chopping, followed In his wake. Thay
lost no time convineing the agent that Minnfe “really belonged,” and that
they would answer for her If he would leave her behind. They were willing
to put up a one-thousand-dollar peace bond for her,

Minnle was left behind. Late in the afternoon she becams disconsolate
and deliberately dived off the ferry slip into the bay, Intent upon drowning
herself, But “Larry” Hanlon, actiug superintendent of ferries, saw her, and
fished her out with a long pole.

Minnle I8 now kept inside the candy stand until she overcomes her sul-
cide mania.

He Met a Charmi;lg Girl From His Old Home Town
l town."

talking about his old friends and neighbors,
business assoclates in Indlanapolis
scenes

NDIANAPOLIS.—He {s a fellow who lxes to talk about his “old home
It Is Just a lttle town, but he gknows everybody there and enjoys
The result |8 that all of his

in his “old home town."

The other day a rather comely
woman of middle years met him in
front of the courthouse. He {8 seen
and known in that nelghborhood,
She asked if he was the real estale
agent who had promised to meet her
there.

“No, I'm not a real estate man,"”
he replied politely, “but I know most
of the boys and may be able to find
him for you, T will go and bring him to you In a minute or two.”

“Never mind, thank you,” she said with a friendly emile. “I'll just wait.
I'm used to waliting for real estate men. They're always late. There was
one, Doug Chalmers, In my old home town at Taskerburg. He was always
late."”

“Taskerburg!" he exclaimed with delight,
and I know Doug very well. How long have you beon away from there?"

“Only a few weegs, 1 married agaln and moved up here. 1'm one of
the Beaver girls from Jackson township”

“I know your pa well."

They talked on for several minutes. She grew tired of walting for the
real estate man and sald she had to do same shopping, Being a stranger
In town she didn’t kiow much about tha «tores, she said. He volunteered
to ko with her. At the shirtwaist counter she proceeded to buy a waist
valued at $5. She looked in her purse and, to her amazement, had only
some small change. She had left her other pocketbook at home. Yes, he
would lend her $0 and she would meet him in front of the Tractlon Termingl
bullding at 2 o'clock and return the money. She lived at —— North Dela-
ware street, she sald. That afternoon he waited. She did not come. Then
he went to the North Delaware street address. It was a church.

Story of Woo's First Shave Didn't Fool Landis

HICAGO.—The shaving party of a Chinesa infant was deseribed to Fed-
eral Judge Landis by friends of Woo Fon, a blinking citizen of the new
republic, who does not want to return to his native land.

The witnesses said Woo's father,
Woo Ging Gong, had Issued the in-
vitatlons one month after Woo was
born, in the tenth year of the reign

of Kwangeu (1884) at Folsom, Cal.

As the puests crowded around
Papa Woo crled, “You're next,” In
Chinese, and, grabbing his offspring
by the ears, carefully shaved all of
the baby's head except whare the
queue ought to grow,

That story, they figured, should
be sufficlent proof that Woo was a

But Judge Jandis was thinking of a poem:
“For ways that are dark
And tricks thet are vain
The heathen Chinee is pecullas.”

So he took a hand in the cross-examination,

“Let the bailiff take your hat,” said the judge,

Woo Pon, who was on the yltness stand, might not understand the
language of the lawyers, thought the judge, but surely he would know a
common word lke that If he had Lved for thirty years In the United States.

But Woo Pon did not understund.

“What {8 your Chinese word for ‘yes'?” demanded the judge.

Again there was no answer uatil the interpreter repeated the guestien.
Then Woo Pon sald he did not knaw.

Judge Landis laughed, leaned rar over and ghook his finger at Woo Fon.

“1 don’t blame him or his cointrymen for trying to put it over on me.
If 1 was in his place I'd do the syme thing But it 18 my business to keep
from being fooled,” sald the judge. “An order of deportation will be entered.
And I suggest that the United SBtates wttorney investigate this case in view
of that shaving story."

Suicide Prevented b'y an Elusive Collar Button

08 ANGELES —Ralston Wilkes for weeks had not been in good heglth.

His distress so preyed upon him that it caused dissenslon between him
and his wife. Mr. Wilkes thought that i1l health, an unhappy home, and an
angry wife were too great aflictions
for a man to stand, and he notlfled
his most Intimate friends that he in-
tended to kill himself.

Such news he forwarded to Mrs.
Wilkes, who was In Hollywood,
housed by relatives. As soon ns she
received the alarm she notified the
police aud the police went to the
Wilkes residence, No. 14638 North
Coronado street, and guestioned the
He saild he felt very bad in-
deed, that he was consumed by a
fever that the doctors had been unable to break, and was depressed.
not perepire.

As Lis threats were not suficlently active to warrant arrest, the polics
left him there. The next morning Mr. Wilkes, who is & carpenter, arose
oarly and prepared the polson that was to cause his death.

Then he began to don his best clothes, but his eollar button fell and skill-,
fully concenled Itself. Wilkes made a determined search, crawilng all over
the floor and moving the furniture,

Suddenly along his forehead there popped beads of perspiration. Almest
at once his whole body was drenched. He felt relleved, and when he had
cooled he felt so good that he was singing when the detectives reached
there. They had been notified to go to him again, for he had warned his
wife by a message that he would be dead by 10 o'clock.

Instead, both went to one of the beaches.

“That's my old home town,

He could




